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Bible Smashes 
Record Player! 


John dusted the little Bible and 
set it back on top of his bookcase. Then 
he dusted his record player. 

A year earlier, John remembered, when 
he got the player his mother had been 
quite disturbed. There were some popular 
records John wanted to play that she did 
not like, and she said so. But he played 
them anyway, once in a while. 

“Do you want to go to heaven?” she 
asked him one day. 

“Of course,” John said. 

“Do you suppose the angels play rock ’n’ 
roll around the throne of God?” 

“No, that’s silly,” John objected. 

“If rock ’n’ roll is the only kind of 
music you enjoy, and there won’t be any 
in heaven, do you think you will be happy 
there?” 
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No answer. 

“John, it is your privilege and mine to 
choose what shall go into our minds. We 
can store them full of rubbish if we wish. 
Or we can fill them with only the best.” 

Mother got up and went to another 
room and left John thinking. He wished 
she wouldn’t put things the way she did. 
But he loved her and respected her, so he 
got up and picked out all his wild records 


and threw them away. & 


A year passed. 

Then came the afternoon when our story 
began. Something snapped inside John 
that day. With a strange feeling of excite- 
ment, he rushed up the street to a record 
store. I shall not tell you the name of the 
record he bought, but it was one of the 
current “hits.” 

Mother was out at work when he re- 
turned home. Soon the house was filled 
with the beat of that new record. 

Suddenly the music stopped. There was 
a cry from John—and the house was silent. 

When mother came in an hour or so 
later, John led her to his bedroom and 
pointed to the record player. The pickup 
arm that held the needle was broken in 
two. 

“What happened?” mother asked. 

“That’s just what I want to tell you,” 
John said. “I got this record today.” 

Mother was sad when she read the title. 

“I’m sorry, Mom,” John said. “But wait 
till I’ve finished. You see, I put this record 
on, and when it got about halfway 
through, my Bible, which was on top of the 
bookcase, fell down and hit the needle 
arm and broke it. Yet the arm is made of 
plastic and is half an inch thick, and the 
Bible is only a little one. And I can’t 
figure out what made it slide off the book- 
case just when it did, either. Unless 
Do you suppose maybe God told an angel 
to push it off so as to teach me He doesn’t 
like that kind of music?” 

“Maybe He did, son,” mother said softly. 

The record player has been fixed now. 
But John’s mother told me that John has 
not played another rock ’n’ roll record 
from that day to this. 





Your friend, 


A Wawel 











This we believe—We will be healthier if we eat right. 


The Plugged Pipeline 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


EFF looked like a thunderhead. One could 

almost see lightning flash in his eyes. 
You could be sure that when he spoke he 
would sound like thunder. And that’s exactly 
how he did sound! 

“I just don’t see why a fellow can’t do 
anything the gang does,” he exploded. “It’s 
‘No cigarettes, no cokes, no hamburgers, no 
hot dogs, no anything.’ Makes a fellow feel 
like a square.” 

“Now, just go wash for supper and sim- 
mer down, son,” mother advised. “Nothing 
is quite as bad as it sounds.” But Jeff was 
not ready to simmer down. 

“What's a guy to do? He goes to the 
corner drugstore with the crowd after school. 
The rest order hot dogs and a coke, but 
me—I can’t order anything. ‘My religion 
won't let me.’” He said the last sarcastically. 

“Did you ever think of ordering a toasted 
cheese with a milk shake?” mother asked. 
“I've seen real he-men order things like 


that without any hesitation. I should think 
it would be ‘good enough for you too. 

“Sit down for a minute, Jeff,” mother con- 
tinued in her I-want-to-tell-you-something 
voice. So Jeff pulled out a stool and sat 
down, as mother turned off the fire under 
the food and sat down too. 

“Do you remember the time when we 
went to Colorado?” 

“Sure,” Jeff answered. 

“We had a wonderful trip, until we be- 
gan to climb the Rockies,” mother reminded 
him. “Oh, once in a while daddy had trouble 
getting the car to start, but it was not until 
we began to climb that we really had trouble. 
That was when daddy changed the cat’s 
name from Samanthia to Unpredictable, 
remember?” 

Jeff laughed. It had always amused him 
how daddy changed the car’s name to fit 
the situation. When she ran well he called 

_To page 17 


Dad worked till he had grease all over himself, trying to find why the car wouldn’t climb the Rockies. 
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The Spots on 


WADI'S HAND 


By VIRGIL ROBINSON 


UT, Wadi, I don’t like it at all.” 
Esther Kuyenda was looking at some 
small spots on the back of Wadi’s hand. 
Slowly he turned from the book he had 
been studying in his small house at the 
Malamulo Mission in Africa, and faced his 
wife. 

“It is all right, I tell you. I know I have 
had the spots for several weeks now, but 
I simply don’t have time to go to the hos- 
pital. As soon as these examinations are 
over and school is closed, there will be time, 
and I will gladly find out what the spots 
are and how to get rid of them.” With 
that, Wadi turned back to the book he was 
studying. 

Wadi had reason to be satisfied with how 
things were going for him and his family. 
After four long years he was graduating 
from the teacher’s course, and on the day 
after graduation the committee would sit 
and decide to what school they would send 
him to teach. He had a lovely wife and 
good children. There was nothing to worry 
about so far as Wadi could see—except per- 
haps for those sores on his hand. But the 
doctor would know the right medicine to 
put on them to clear them up. 

Everything turned out as he had expected, 
and Wadi enjoyed every minute of the 
graduation ceremonies right down to the 
moment when his diploma was put into 
his hands. Sunday evening he was informed 
that he would be asked to teach a school 


in the Ncheu district, one of the new fields 
in the north. 

The next morning, true to his promise 
to Esther, Wadi went to the hospital. 

“Well, Wadi, what can I do for you?” the 
doctor asked kindly. 

“Doctor, there are spots on this hand 
that have been there for weeks and will 
not go away. I wish you would give me 
some medicine to clear them up.” 

The doctor picked up Wadi’s black hand 
and looked at it carefully. He was shocked 
to see signs of one of the world’s most dread- 
ful diseases—leprosy. 

“Wadi, sit down in this chair, please,” 
he said quietly. 

Wadi sat down and the doctor blindfolded 
him. Taking a sharply pointed pencil from 
his desk, he knelt down and gently poked 
the point against Wadi’s leg. 

“Feel anything, Wadi?” he asked gently. 

“No, Bwana Doctor.” 

The doctor was convinced. He removed 
the blindfold from Wadi’s eyes and sat down 
at his desk. 

“Wadi,” he said slowly, his voice filled 
with compassion, “I am sorry to tell you 
that you have leprosy.” & 

If Wadi had been a European, he would 
have turned pale. A look of horror came 
into his eyes as he gasped, “Leprosy! Are 
you sure doctor?” 

“Yes, Wadi, I am sure, and I am terribly 
sorry that it is true. 1 have seen so many 
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hundreds of cases of leprosy that I am quite 
sure I know what this is.” 

Before Wadi left the doctor’s office the 
two men knelt together, and the doctor 
asked God to give Wadi and Esther courage 
to bear up under this trial. Before Wadi 
left, the doctor gave him some advice. 

“Wadi, please be careful at home. You 
don’t want your children to catch this ter- 
rible disease. Don’t handle them, or let 
them climb on your lap. Of course, this 
means that you cannot go and teach in 
the school the committee has asked you to 
go to. We will fix up a house for you to 
live in here in our leper colony. We have 
caught your leprosy at its beginning, and 
you should get better quickly. Who knows, 
perhaps in two years you may be well and 
can then take up your teaching work.” 

Wadi was stunned. He stumbled home in 
a daze. Esther watched him coming and 
guessed that something was wrong. She 
rushed to greet him, but he held out his 
arms to keep her away, and in a few heart- 
breaking words told her what the doctor 
had discovered. He would have to leave his 
home and enter the leper colony. 
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“Wadi, | don’t like the look of those spots,” Esther said. “You must go to the doctor about them.” 


The next day the doctor sent someone 
to help Wadi move. Wadi packed his clothes 
and books, and they were taken to the col- 
ony. Then the doctor talked to Wadi about 
a very important subject. 

“Wadi, you know we have a school in the 
leper colony.” 

“Yes. I heard that Pearson was the teacher 
for many years.” 

“That is true, but he’s gone now. Wadi, 
we need a teacher for those children. Will 
you be their teacher?” 

At first Wadi refused. He did not want 
to mingle with other people. But then he 
began to think of how Jesus left his beauti- 
ful home in heaven to come and live and 
work on earth, and in the end he accepted 
the work. 

Two years passed swiftly, and the doctor 
was happy to see that Wadi got better 
quickly. The happy day came when he 
could give him his health certificate that 
proved he was well. At last he could leave 
the leper colony. 

But during those two years, something 
had happened to Wadi. He had come to 

To page 17 
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What Are Pincushions For? 


By IVY R. DOHERTY 


ISS EMERY took out of her drawer 
the book she was reading to the class 
and opened it to page eighty-seven. For 
fully two minutes she sat at her desk and 
looked around the room in that deliberate 
way of hers. If anyone didn’t know what 
it meant, he must be very new in the room. 
It was against Miss Emery’s principles to 
read to a class if even one person wriggled. 
Karen Wright, however, didn’t like the 
book Miss Emery had chosen. If it had been 
for the third and fourth grades, she admitted, 
it would have been fine. But for seventh 
grade! Miss Emery had insulted the girl’s 
intelligence. Of this, Miss Emery was un- 
aware, chiefly because Karen had had the 
good grace until now to stifle her yawns 
whenever Blue Ribbons was being read. 

The room being quiet at last, Miss Emery 
went on with the story .. . “Marty and 
Barry hurried on in the darkness. They 
wanted to get to the thicket in the woods 
before their parents discovered that they 
had slipped out of their windows at mid- 
night.” 

On and on the story went. Karen was 
bored. She stared at the ceiling. She stared 
at the floor. She examined her fingernails 
and stared at the ceiling again. 

“Not a word passed between Marty and 
Barry. They moved as stealthily as two In- 
dians in a desert. At last they came to the 
edge of the woods. They dared not make a 
flicker with their flashlights for fear they 
would be seen. It wasn’t likely, of course, 
at that time of nigh < 

Karen looked back at the floor again, 
and her eyes became riveted on a small 
shiny object under Betty Lou Garber’s desk. 
It was nothing more than a pin, but Karen 
suddenly saw in it an opportunity to create 
excitement. 
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It took quite a bit of strategy, but with 
the toe of her shoe she finally wiggled the 
pin closer until it was under her desk. Then 
when Toby Meisberg had another fit of 
coughing and had to blow his nose, she 
knew Miss Emery would not notice if she 
bent down and picked it up. She sensed 
that the story was coming to a place where 
a good scream or two would be appropriate, 
and there was nothing quite like a pin, ap- 
plied in the right person at the right time, 
to stimulate a dandy scream. 

““Here’s the stump,’ Marty whispered. 
Tm sure I laid the money beside it.’ 

“It’s a good thing no one ever comes 
this far into the woods,’ Barry answered. 
‘If they did, the money would be stolen for 
sure.’ 

“Marty bent down to feel for the money. 
Suddenly Barry grabbed his arm and pulled 
him up. 

““There’s something over there,’ he whis- 
pered shakily. The boys stood perfectly still 
for what seemed an age. They could see 
nothing, yet Marty too sensed that they 
were not alone. At last Marty decided it 
was just his imagination and bent down to 
feel for the money again. Just then there 
was an earsplitting crash, and ’ 

That was the place. Karen had known it 
would come. She leaned forward quickly 
and jabbed the pin into Betty Lou’s arm. 

“Ouch!” screamed the injured girl. It was 
the most blood curdling sound Karen had 
ever heard, and so completely satisfying. 

Blue Ribbons went down on Miss Emery’s 
desk with a resounding slap. The teacher 
was red with indignation, and the whole 
class was red with laughter. Not even Miss 
Emery could settle them down for five min- 
utes. Betty was embarrassed. She seemed to 
be the cause of the commotion, and there 

















wasn’t any way she could prove that Karen 
was really responsible. For Karen was sit- 
ting back splitting her sides with laughter. 

When things simmered down, Miss Em- 
ery called Betty to her desk. Betty said some- 
one had stuck something sharp into her arm. 
She didn’t want to be a tattletale, but under- 
neath she hoped Karen would be really 
“hauled over the coals.” She hoped Miss 
on” would get angrier at Karen than she 

ad ever been in all her life. 

Miss Emery didn’t take long to decide 
that it must have been someone close to 
Betty Lou who had played the trick, and 
the most likely suspect was Karen. She 
called her to the desk. 

Karen did not hesitate. She was willing 
to pay the price. That one moment of 
broken monotony was worth any suffering 
that might come. And herein was Karen's 
trouble. She was always through her work 
first. It wasn’t difficult at all. She never had 
to work hard the way some of the others 
did to get good grades. Studying was so 
easy for her that most of the time she was 
bored, not knowing what to do with herself. 

“Yes, Miss Emery, I did it,” she confessed 
with a glimmer of a smile on her lips. Miss 
Emery wasn’t at all pleased with the warm, 
satisfied glow she detected in Karen’s eyes. 





“Go to the principal's office, Karen,” she 
said in her iciest voice. “I shall attend to 
you later, when I am free.” 

Whew! Wasn’t Miss Emery being a little 
hard, sending her to the office? That was 
supposed to be a teacher's last resort, and 
surely this couldn’t be that bad. It was just 
a little pin, just a little prick. No, surely 
not Mr. Tobin’s office! Never mind, she 
would go without protest. As she had 
thought a minute ago, the break in the 
monotony was worth several trips to the 
office. 

Mr. Tobin was not in his office, and it 
became apparent after half an hour that he 
was not likely to return before school let 
out. He was at a county principals’ meeting, 
but how was Karen supposed to know that? 
She sat and walked in turn. She paced the 
floor and she nibbled at her fingernails. She 
counted the tiles on the office floor, then 
she separated the brown ones from the 
green. She picked an uninteresting book 
from the bookcase in the corner and read 
about school budgets. 

She felt she had been in the office a 
month, when she heard noises in the hall 
below. Looking out the window, she knew 
that school was over for the day. She had 
been in the office a whole hour, and nothing 
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Oh, for some excitement! Karen leaned forward and jabbed the pin into the back of Betty Lou’s arm. 
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had happened. What would she do if Miss 
Emery forgot about her and left for home? 
Yes, there was Miss Emery now, going 
across the street to the little candy-and-gift 
shop. But perhaps she had better wait long 
enough to see what Miss Emery would do 
when she came out of the shop. 

And what did Miss Emery do? She came 
right back to the school carrying a small 
package in her hand. Soon there were steps 
on the stairway and along the hall, then 
the office door opened briskly. 

Karen rose from her slumped position 
when Miss Emery walked in. The teacher 
said, “Sit down, Karen, and I’ll do the same.” 
But instead of sitting behind the principal’s 
desk as Karen expected, she took a chair 
close to the girl. 

She said no more, but handed Karen the 
little gift-wrapped package. Karen stared 
a moment, her mouth slightly open. At last 
her voice came. “This is for me?” she asked 
incredulously. Miss Emery nodded. Then 
Karen, with unsteady fingers, tore the pink 
ribbons off. Pink ribbons! It was just as well 
the lady in the gift shop had not made them 
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blue ribbons. Everything was strange enough 
right now without using the name of that 
boring book! 

In a little box Karen found a red velvet 
pincushion shaped like an apple, with green 
leaves and a brown stem. It was really the 
cutest thing, made by skillful fingers. 

There was an awkward pause. Karen 
wasn’t sure whether, under the circumstances, 
she should say Thank you, or just what she 
should do. Finally she said, “It is so clever; 
so cute, Miss Emery. I wonder who made it?” 

Miss Emery sighed and smiled. “What 
are pincushions for, Karen?” There was al- 
most a hint of mirth in her voice. 

Karen said, quite limply, “I guess they 
are to stick pins into.” 

“Exactly.” Miss Emery laughed. She 
seemed to be enjoying herself immensely. 
She put her hand in her handbag and drew 
out a packet of pins. “Here, put these where 
they belong.” 

Karen proceeded with the task until she 
had stuck every pin into the red velvet ap- 
ple and there wasn’t room for any more. She 


To page 22 




















JEB PROVES 


HE'S BRAVE 


—or Does He? 
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In one horrible instant Jeb felt the bumper slip 
from his grasp, and he went flying through the air. 


By TOM TUCKER 


EB looked at the others. “O.K., I will,” he 

said. There was a funny feeling in the pit 

of his stomach as he stood with the rest of 
the fellows after school that day. 

“You're really going to ride one?” Bob 
asked, surprised. 

“Sure,” Jeb said. He and the other fellows 
had been talking about grabbing onto the 
rear bumpers of cars as they stopped at the 
stop sign at the corner and then sliding 
in a crouched position over the icy road, 
behind the cars. 

Almost every boy in Norcliff City had 
been warned against doing it. Many serious 
accidents could result. But still, the tempta- 
tion was great—it was fun to hold on tight 
and feel the street go zipping past, its icy 
surface sliding smoothly under one’s shoes. 

And the other fellows figured a person 
was pretty brave if he would do it with one 
of the new cars that went past on Chestnut 
Street. It took a lot of bravery to do it, the 
boys thought, for they’d often been told of 
the danger. If the car managed to stop 
quicker than the rider could, he would slip 
beneath the car. Or if he fell off (which was 
very likely on the swift rides), he could go 
skidding into the curb or a parked car or 
into the path of an oncoming car and be 
killed. 

“Here comes one!” Bob said. 

Jeb looked up. He saw the new car ap- 
proaching the stop sign. He felt his hands 
and arms go weak, so that he didn’t even 
think he could move. 

“Go on,” one of the fellows urged. “Or 
are you chicken?” 

“I’m going to ride it all right,” Jeb said 

To page 19 


FEBRUARY 3, 1960 / 9 








SITTING WITH JESUS 


First Poetry Award 


By ELAINE FAHIM, Age 16 
Cairo, Egypt 


I'd like to be like Mary, 
Who lived in days of old, 
And listen to a story 
By the dear Master fold. 


I'd like to be like Martha, 
Who helped in everything, 

And tried to please the Saviour, 
My Master and my King. 


Mary chose the better place, 
While Martha did her best; 
Mary sat beside His feet, 
And there she found sweet rest. 


FIRE IN THE SCHOOL! 


True-Story Award 


By JUDY ADAMS, Age 12 
Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 


My mother and I were living temporarily 
in the kitchen of the Seventh-day Adventist 
school. We had our dog with us. Her name 
was Blackie. 

One day after we had supper we went 
for a walk with the dog. It was rather cold, 
so we decided we'd better go in. 

What a surprise met our eyes! The light 
switch was in flames! Apparently the wires 
weren't in good order. 

I rushed to the nearest people and asked 
them to phone the fire department. Mean- 
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while, mother was downstairs watching the 
flames. After a while she decided to throw 
water on them and succeeded in putting the 
fire out. 

When the firemen arrived and saw all 
that had happened they said if we had been 
a few minutes later the school would have 
burned up. 

Mother and I dropped on our knees after 
everything was over and thanked God for 
saving the school. 


rT 


FACE TO FACE WITH A RATTLER 


First True-Story Award 
By LORRAINE SILSBEE, Age 13 


Mariposa, California 


One day some friends came to our house, 
to go fishing in our pond. I decided to take 
Teddy about a half mile down a trail to a 
pool where there were some trout and see 
if it was shallow enough to enable us to 
catch some and put them in the big pond. 

When we got there we found the little 
pond was still too deep to do any fish catch- 
ing, so we went back up the trail. 

“Have you killed any snakes around here?” 
Teddy wanted to know. I told him we hadn’t 
even seen any around. I was ahead of Teddy 
and stepped up onto a limb and started to 
step down. 

All at once I looked down and saw a 
rattler. I jumped over him and screamed. 
I turned around and saw Teddy coming over 
the limb and starting to step right on it. 

“Teddy, don’t!” I shouted. “Go around!” 

Teddy stopped with his foot in midair 
and looked down. We started off on a run to 
get Mr. Davis. We told him the story, and 
I told him my dad had a 410 shotgun, but 
he said we wouldn’t need it. He picked up 
two boards and I picked up another one. 




















When we got to the place, the rattlesnake 
was still there, something Mr. Davis had 
not expected. He killed the snake and car- 
ried it home to show to mother. Mr. Davis 
took a picture of us, with the snake. You 
may be sure we thanked the Lord for pro- 
tecting us from our danger. 


MY LITTLE WALK 


First Poetry Award 


By SHARON E. SULZLE, Age 13 
New Meadows, Idaho 


One day as | was walking 

Along a country road, 

| heard a robin singing 

And the "croak, croak" of a toad. 


A little rabbit scurried 

Across my well-worn path, 
And in a lovely little pond 
Two sparrows took.a bath. 


It was so very pleasant 
To walk along this way, 
To see the little creatures 
Who are joyful every day. 


It made me think of Jesus; 
So kind and true is He. 

He loves the little creatures 
Just as He loves you and me. 





SAVED FROM A BULL 


True-Story Award 


By ANN STURDEVANT, Age 10 
Hermiston, Oregon 


When I lived in College Place, Washing- 
ton, I used to go fishing a lot. I would give 
the fish to my cat. 

One of the times I fished where there was 
a bull. I don’t know what made it mad, but 
it came running right toward me. 

I started running toward a fence about 
fifty yards away. The fence was made of 
boards that were laid across each other so 
that there were some open spaces that were 
about one and a half feet square. 

When I finally got through the fence the 
bull was about one foot behind me. I think 
my guardian angel slowed that bull down. 
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BELOVED PRESIDENT 
Art Award 


By CLARENCE MOXLEY, Jr. 
London, Kentucky 


BIRD FEEDING STATION 
First True-Story Award 
By W. A. PARKER, Jr., Age 14 


Bonners Ferry, Idaho 


A feeding station is a very good way to 
attract birds of different varieties. The sta- 
tion I made recently is just a flat board with 
a rim around it and a shed roof. It is hung 
by a wire to a tree branch. 

The food that I put in the station is 
usually white beef tallow, sunflower seeds 
(unshelled), wheat and oats mixed, and 
sometimes cracked corn. 

The littlest woodpecker, or Gairdnet’s, 
came and pecked on the tallow. That winter 
he would let us approach within eight feet 
of him before he would fly away. The next 
summer he nearly scared me out of my wits 
by flying down and lighting on my shoulder. 
Only for a moment though, until he realized 
where he was! To page 18 
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THE LONG ROAD TO,CK 


By W. C. LEONG, as told to RICHARD H. U 


Wien I was a boy I lived in a beautiful 
little seaport near Canton, China. We 
were very happy till the war came. Then 
planes flew over us and dropped bombs, and 
machine guns chattered through the night. 
Sometimes we didn’t get much sleep. At 
school we had to line up and march to 
bomb shelters. Days and nights by the dozens 
passed like this, and we never knew when 
our lives might be taken from us. 

One day the firing of the guns and can- 
nons stopped, and the village was quiet 
again. We learned that the enemy soldiers 
were near and would soon enter our town. 
Many of the people were closing their homes 
and hurrying away, carrying what little they 
could of their belongings. There was a good 
deal of robbery. Even the policemen, who 
were supposed to be keeping law and order, 
did some of the stealing. Those were ter- 
rible days. 

The next day the town was quieter than 
ever before. Everybody’s home was locked 
up. I was curious, so I walked around to see 
what I could see. I found enemy soldiers 
coming into the town, knocking at doors 
and searching houses. One of the soldiers 
came to our home and began to search all 
through it. He told us to give him this and 
he ordered us to give him that, and of 
course we had to give him everything he 
asked for. When he left, another soldier 
came, and after him, another, and so on for 
several days. 

Finally my mother said, “We will have to 
do something. We can’t live in this place. 
It’s too dangerous. Wai Chow, you're a big 
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boy; you stay and watch the house for us. 
Sister, little brother, and I will go and live 
with our relatives.” 

You can imagine how I felt as we said 
good-by. I was still very young. And now 
I was alone in the house. Alone, that is, 
until more soldiers came and I had to let 
them in. As usual they asked for all kinds 
of things, and threatened me when I 
wouldn’t give them what they wanted. 
Really, there wasn’t much left to give them 
any more, since the other soldiers had car- 
ried away almost everything we had. I was 
frightened, and when at last the soldiers left 
the house I was very glad. That night I 
went up to the attic and hid. During the 
night I heard a soldier open the door and 
come in. He finally left, but later a whole 
band of soldiers came. 

I was afraid to stay alone in the house 
any longer, so I went across town the next 
day to my uncle’s house. But my uncle 
couldn’t do anything for me, so I decided 
to leave town. I wrapped in a blanket the 
few little things that were left in the house, 
and picked up some crackers. That night I 
walked out of the village and traveled be- 
hind the enemy lines mostly by night, hid- 
ing by day. I was hungry, tired, and fright- 
ened, but there was nothing to do but just 
go and go. After several days of trudging 
I came to Macao, a Portuguese territory on 
China’s coast. From there I managed to get 
a sampan ride across the water to Hong 
Kong, where I found an uncle who owned 
a store. 

To my great joy he took me in and gave 
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me some food and clothes. He also gave me 
some work to do in the store. I was quite 
sick at this time, but my uncle said there 
was no time to be sick, and I must work. 
So I worked! 

Several years before this, my father had 
left us in China and gone to Hawaii. As 
soon as I could, I wrote him a letter telling 
him I was safe in Hong Kong. After what 
seemed like a long time I was overjoyed 
to receive a letter from him. Quickly tearing 
open the envelope, I read the words, “Come 
to America!” He sent enough money for 
me to buy a ticket to Hawaii. 

A few weeks later I found myself leav- 
ing Hong Kong on the President Coolidge, a 
steamship that was afterward sunk during 
World War Il. What a thrill it was to ar- 
rive in Hawaii and be greeted by my father 
and two older brothers! Hawaii was a strange 
country to me, and I couldn’t understand a 
word of the language. Sometimes I was 
homesick for China, but not often. 

One day an American woman came to 
the door of our home and knocked. I was 
curious to know who it was, and ran to 
open the door. But when the woman began 
to talk I couldn’t understand a word she 
said. One of my brothers called to her, “Lady, 
what do you want?” 

“We are from the Adventist mission,” 
the lady said, “and we are Harvest Ingather- 
ing.” She gave me a pamphlet. 

“He's a Chinese,” said my brother. “He 
can’t understand English.” 

The woman was very pleasant. She smiled 





and said, “Yes, but he can look at the pic- 
tures. You know, in the Hawaiian Mission 
Academy there is a special class for young 
men like him. Why don’t you send him 
there?” 

“Well, that’s an idea,” my brother replied. 
He gave the woman some money for In- 
gathering, and she left. 

Next September I found myself in school 
with a group of other foreign students, learn- 
ing my ABC’s. We also cut pictures out of 
Montgomery Ward catalogs and practiced 
saying, “This is a cat; this is a dog. This is a 
chair; this is a table.” After two years of hard 
studying I finished the elementary grades 
and was promoted to the academy. 

When Week of Prayer came, all the stu- 
dents had to attend chapel each day instead 
of just three times a week. Some of us boys 
felt that those chapel periods were tiresome 
and boring, so we made plans to skip them. 

“We ought to be smarter than our teach- 
ers,” said one. 

“Let’s get away from this chapel where 
they talk about God all the time,” said 
another. 

“We don’t want to listen to all that stuff,” 
I agreed. “We're here to study English.” 

When the bell rang for chapel four of 
us sneaked out the back door and climbed 
the fence. We walked around the campus, 
then around the block, and came back just 
in time for the next class. We got away with 
this for four days. The teachers didn’t seem 
to miss us at all. When Friday came, we 
planned to do the same thing. As usual we 
took off over the fence, thinking we were 
pretty smart fellows. As we were walking 
along the street one of the boys lit a ciga- 
rette. 

Suddenly we heard a voice behind us: 
“Fellows, fellows, come back!” It was our 
English teacher. 

We began to run, and he started to run 
after us. Since we could run faster, he got 
into his car and chased us in it. He caught 
up with us quickly, made us get into the 
car and return to school. We were afraid 
we were going to be disciplined, but the 
teacher was kind to us. Our only punish- 
ment was that we had to sit on the front 
row during the chapel talk that morning. 

Ever since coming to this school I had 
been learning about the Bible, and I knew 
what was right. I knew the stories of Joseph, 
Jacob, Abraham, and many others, and really 
liked the Bible very much. My trouble was 
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that I was in with a group of boys from non- 
Christian homes, and I didn’t want them to 
make fun of me. 

That Friday morning the speaker’s talk 
went right home to my heart. It was on 
the prodigal son. At the end of the sermon 
the speaker said, “I invite anyone who has 
never given his heart to God to stand.” Then 
he began to sing Jesus Is Calling and Just 
As I Am. 1 was thinking it all over. Should 
I give my heart to God or shouldn't I? I 
argued back and forth with myself: “If I 
give my heart to God I will have to keep 
the commandments and go to Sabbath school 
and church. I will have to give up unclean 
meats. I will have to follow the Bible in 
everything. I will have to give up my 
friends. What will dad think of me? What 
will my brothers think? It would be very 
hard for me to be a Christian.” 

The preacher was still urging, “All who 
have never given their hearts to God, will 
you stand?” 

Again I wanted to stand, but felt as if 
there was glue on my seat. 

The minister was still speaking. “God 
will give you strength. God will give you 
power to live for Him.” 

I looked around. No one was standing. “I 
can’t be the first one,” I told myself. Then, 
somehow or other, I found myself on my 
feet. “I want to give my heart to God no 
matter what happens,” I testified. “I want 
to follow the Lord all the way.” As I spoke 
I felt God very near to me, and I was de- 
termined to follow Jesus. 

That night at supper I just sat at the table 
without touching the food. 

“Boy, ate you sick?” my dad asked. 

“No.” 

“Why don’t you have an appetite this 
evening?” 

“I’m not feeling too good,” I replied. So 
he told me it would be all right for me to 
leave the table. 

The next night the same thing happened. 
Sunday night dad cooked a nine-course din- 
ner, with shark fins, birds’ nests, roast pork, 
and other such foods. And I sat at the table 
again, not eating. Dad felt insulted, this 
time, after all the effort he had put into 
that meal, and he became angry with me. 
So I tried to explain why I was not eating. 
“Son, eat it!” dad said. 

“I can’t eat it,’ I answered. 

“Then leave the table.” 

The next Sabbath morning I went to 
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church and Sabbath school, and passed a 
wonderfully happy day. People were friendly 
at the church, and in the afternoon I went 
to a park and sat under the trees and read 
The Youth's Instructor. When the sun set 
I went home. My oldest brother wasn’t too 
happy when I came in, but he didn’t say 
anything. When I spent the next Sabbath 
the same way, however, he scolded me. 
“Here,” he said, “we have certain duties, 
certain chores, and you're gone all day. 
What's the big idea?” 

I knew I couldn’t explain myself to him 
very well, so said nothing. But the third 
week, after a good Sabbath day, when I 
stepped inside the front door of my home, 
I felt a hard blow on my head and fell to 
the floor. Looking up, I saw my big brother 
standing over me. “Listen now,” he said 
firmly. “For several weeks you've been away, 
shirking your duties. This has got to stop. 
Do you hear?” 

Every night my dad scolded me about the 
supper. I used to go into my room and cry. 
“Why is it,” I wondered, “when I give my 
heart to God I have nothing but persecu- 
tion?” Because of this trouble with my dad 
and brothers, my grades at school were go- 
ing rapidly down, and the teacher was dis- 
pleased with me. One day he asked me, 
“Why is it you can’t learn?” 

So I was in trouble at home and at 
school! I often asked myself, “Am I doing 
the right thing, giving my heart to God?” 

The next Sabbath after church, when I 
stepped in the house, I got another knock 
on the head. Both of my brothers were 
there and they said, “We're going to fix you 
up once and for all. Will you be home next 
Saturday or will you not?” 

I said, “I will not!” 

Just then dad came to my rescue. He said, 
“You can go back to that school, but from 
now on you'll have to work your own way 
and pay your own tuition. Otherwise you'll 
go to public school.” 

Several weeks later, on a Sunday night, 


a ) e I was again at the supper table with not 


very much that an Adventist could eat. 
When I began to say, “I can’t eat this,” dad 
told me to get out of the house. As I ran 
out the door my two brothers threw things 
at me. 

I went behind the house where there 
were some trees and bushes to hide behind, 
and knelt down and prayed. “God,” I prayed, 
“is this the right thing to do? Should I 


really give my heart to God? I’m getting 
poorer and poorer at my studies, and at 
home I can’t get along with my brothers 
or my father. My friends have left me. 
What shall I do?” 

That night I actually slept in the dog- 
house. In the back yard we kept a small 
bulldog. I pushed him out of his house so 
I could sleep in it. The next day I went 
to school, but of course I hadn’t studied my 
lesson and my teacher didn’t like it. He 
said, “I tell you to say, ‘If I were you, and 
you say, ‘If I was you.’ You get English 
grammar all twisted up. What's the idea? 
If you can’t improve we'll have to send you 
home.” 

That night when I went home, as soon 
as my dad saw me, he said, “I want you to 





ON WASHING DISHES 


By VIVIAN G. ROSS 


"| don't want to be a sissy! 

It's time | was putting an end 

To helping my mom with the dishes, 
For I'm getting on past ten." 


These are the thoughts | was thinking 
As | walked to the kitchen sink. 

But who should I find washing dishes? 
My dad—in an apron of pink! 





leave this place; we don’t want you here 
any more. When I said ‘out’ I meant ‘out.’ 
We disown you!” 

I took my suitcase and left. The night 
was cool and quiet, and the moon was shin- 
ing. I prayed, “Lord, is this the right thing 
to do, to give my heart to You? Lord, give 
me a sign. If I walk back to the house 
tonight, and dad smiles at me, then I will 
know this is the right thing to do. It’s a 
hard sign to ask for, I know. If he tells me 
to get out of the house again, I won't be 
a Christian any more.” 

As if in answer to my prayer, the story 
of Joseph came to my mind. Had I had 
a harder time than Joseph? I wondered. 
Maybe not. I prayed, “Lord, give me strength 
to be like Joseph.” 

I walked around and around the house, 
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not daring to enter. I heard a clock strike 
eleven. I walked some more, till the same 
clock struck twelve. I prayed again, but it 
was a discouraged sort of prayer. “If I 
walk in the house and somebody knocks me 
on the head,” I said to God, “I’m going to 
give up—give up my religion, give up my 
church, give up Sabbath school, give up God, 
and be like everyone else.” 

I grasped the knob, opened the door, 
and walked in. Dad was sitting on the sofa, 
and sure enough he smiled at me. I walked 
into my room, lifted my heart to God, and 
said, “Thank you. You have answered my 
prayer. I want to rededicate myself to You 
at this moment and follow You all the 
way.” 

The next day I went to school again. 
There had been a lot of homework, but of 
course I hadn’t studied. When the teacher 
asked me what the trouble was, I asked if 
I could talk with the principal. 

The principal listened sympathetically to 
my story. “Dad said if I want to go to church 
and follow the way of the Bible, I must 
support myself,” I told him. “I can’t even 
speak good English. What should I do?” 

“God will take care of you,” the principal 
said. 

“How?” I asked. 

The principal thought awhile. “I'll tell you 
what you do,” he spoke at last. “I'll call a 
man from the conference office who will 
teach you how to sell books.” 

The colporteur man came over from his 
office and listened as I repeated my story. 
“It’s easy,” he said. “Just take some books 
and magazines and sell them, and you can 
earn a scholarship and come back to school 
next year.” 

I was a timid boy, quiet and afraid. In 
fact, I was pale and thin and had bad di- 
gestion. How could I go out to sell books? 
I prayed about it, and God gave me courage. 
I think He helped me to speak English, too, 
as I had not learned it very well up to 
that time. Soon I discovered that most peo- 
ple were more afraid of me than I was 
of them! I became quite a successful col- 
porteur and paid the rest of my way through 
academy. 

After graduating from Hawaiian Mission 
Academy, I canvassed some more so I could 
go to California and attend Pacific Union 
College. I had enough money for my steam- 
ship ticket and enough for tuition, but not 
enough for my dormitory room and other 


16 { JUNIOR GUIDE 





expenses. So when I arrived at PUC I was 
afraid to eat at the cafeteria, thinking it 
would cost too much. With a friend, I ate 
some apples from the college orchard that 
first evening. The next morning we ate some 
more apples. But apples alone don’t give 
a person enough strength. The dean noticed 
that I was looking thin and tired. When 
he learned of my problem he arranged 
for me to stay with one of the teachers and 
pay for my board and room by working 
in the house and garden. 

The next summer I sold books in Hawaii 
again and earned enough money to come 
back to the States. Near the end of the 
second school year a friend and I wrote 
to the Carolina Conference about doing 
colporteur work there. They wrote us to 
come to Carolina, and sent us the money for 
bus fare. My friend and I arrived with $20 
apiece in our pockets. The first night we 
were so hungry that we ate a big meal that 
cost us $5 apiece, leaving us just $15 each. 
The next day the colporteur leader found 
us a place to stay. 

The first few days we didn’t sell much, 
but after a while we began to do better. 
We chipped in $5 apiece and bought a 
used bicycle. Later we bought another bike. 
By the end of the summer we had $4,000 
in orders for books. We had big ideas, too. 
We planned to stop by in Detroit, pick up 
a car, then drive to Pacific Union College 
and live like kings. 

Before we could deliver the books and 
make this dream come true, we had to wait 
for the cotton harvest so people could have 
money to pay us. We wrote to the colpor- 
teur leader to have stacks of books as high 
as the ceiling ready for us. We sent letters 
out to our customers to tell them we were 
coming with the books. Then, for a week- 
end, we decided to celebrate. With happy 
spirits we took the bus for Washington, 
D.C., to do some sightseeing. We had hardly 
arrived in Washington when we saw in the 
newspaper that a storm had hit the Caro- 
linas. This bad news took away our appetite 
to see Washington, so we rushed right back 
to Carolina. It was still raining, and the 
rain was knocking the cotton off the plants 
down into the mud. The rain didn’t stop for 
a month, and by then the cotton harvest was 
ruined. What a calamity! The summer was 
ended. No one would take the books they 
had ordered, and we were penniless. 

My friend wrote a friend of his, and re- 
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ceived some money in the mail. With this 
he left for California. I didn’t know what 
to do, so I decided to see what I could do 
in Madison College. I went to see the presi- 
dent of the college and said, “I’m a can- 
vasser, but I’m penniless.” 

He told me, “Go to work on the college 
farm now, and go to class tomorrow.” 

I felt happy again and said to myself, 
“God must have a purpose in all these 
hardships. I think He led me to Carolina be- 
cause He wanted to teach me something I 
needed to learn. And now I think I am in 
Madison College because He wants me here.” 
I took classes in hydrotherapy and other 
things that help people learn to do self- 
supporting missionary work. 

The next summer I went back to Pacific 
Union College and stayed there until I 
finished the courses that prepared me to be 
a minister. 

Today I am the minister of the Chinese 
Seventh-day Adventist church in China- 
town, San Francisco. I have traveled a long, 
hard road from the village near Canton, 
China, to my place of labor here in San 
Francisco. But as I look back on all the 
hard experiences, I am sure that all along 
God was using the trials to prepare me for 
His work. Even here in Chinatown there 
are trials and problems, and I must depend 
on God to help me. 

I am glad I made the choice to become 
a Christian. God has been very good to me. 
I want to be always dedicated to Him and 
serve Him faithfully. 





The Spots on Wadi’s Hand 
From page 5 


love the leper people and their children. 
Not only had he taught their school but he 
had led out in all the church work. A house 
had been built outside the limits of the col- 
ony, and his wife and children had been 
living there. Now he went to the doctor 
and asked him a question. 

“Doctor, do I have to leave the colony 
now that I have been cured?” 

“Why, Wadi, I thought the one thing 
you were living for was the day when you 
could go!” exclaimed the doctor. 

“Yes, Doctor, I did want to leave at first. 
But if I go, who will take care of these 
lepers? I cannot bear to leave them now.” 


PEN PALS 


Caridad Miag-ao, age 15. 22 Justicia Street, Baco- 
lod City, Neg. Occ., Philippines. 

Emma Aamora, age 16. 1 Justicia Street, Bacolod 
City, Nec. Occ., Philippines. 

Mercedes Bulan, age 16. 121-B Rizal Street, Baco- 
lod City, Neg. Occ., Philippines. 

Thelma Malunes, age 15. 86 Makini Street, Baco- 
lod City, Neg. Occ., Philippines. 








The doctor clasped Wadi’s hands in his. 

“Wadi, nobody will be happier than I 
will be if you agree to stay and care for 
the leper church and school.” 

So it was decided, and Wadi remained on 
for more than twelve years as the guide 
for the lepers at Malamulo. He lived to see 
many of the boys and girls he had taught 
in the school baptized, cured of their ter- 
rible leprosy, and sent back to their homes, 
there to tell the story of the Jesus they had 
learned about from Wadi Kuyenda, the 
cured leper. 





The Plugged Pipeline 
From page 3 


her Samanthia; if she needed washing he 
called her Sofilthia; and when she sputtered 
and spat and refused to go he had called her 
Unpredictable. 

“Do you remember what he found to be 
the trouble?” mother asked, smiling. 

“I sure do.” Dad had worked until he 
had grease all over his face and clothes. 
His hair was in his eyes and his pockets 
bulged with tools. “He discovered that the 
fuel line was plugged.” 

“Do you remember what it was that was 
plugging the line?” 

“Little bits of dust, wasn’t it?” Jeff an- 
swered. 

“Right,” said mother. “Littlest things you 
can imagine, but they kept the gasoline 
from getting to the engine.” Jeff was be- 
ginning to suspect that mother was near- 
ing a point of some kind, and he was right. 
“Jeff, that is like the ‘little problems’ you 
were discussing. Take the matter of food 
—hot dogs, hamburgers, cokes, and rich 
desserts—they plug up the digestion with 
second-rate food. They dull the appetite for 
good food.” 


“Oh,” said Jeff. 
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WRITE OR DRAW FOR 


JUNIOR GUIDE 


AUTHORS’ GUILD 


AND WIN AN AWARD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

STORIES should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. Keep them 
short. 

POEMS should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

DRAWINGS should be on stiff paper or 
poster board. They may be drawn in black 
pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
or water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink, as these don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on coquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

PHOTOGRAPHS will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 2%” x 24”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." 

The best, original contributions will win 
awards. "First awards" of $2.00 are offered 
in each of the four categories—stories, 
poems, drawings, photographs. And "awards" 
of $1.00 will also be given, depending on how 
much space is available. 

Contributions for May must reach the JUN- 
1OR GUIDE during February. 

Send your contribution to Lawrence Max- 
well, Junior Guide, Washington 12, D.C. 
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“If daddy had known before we started 
for Colorado that there was dust in the 
fuel line, he would have cleaned it out so 
he could have taken the Rockies in high 
gear, don’t you think?” 

“I sure do, Mom,” Jeff answered. 

“Can you imagine that he would delib- 
erately put dust into the fuel line?” 

Jeff laughed. “Of course not. A car is 
much too valuable. To do anything like 
that would be silly.” Then Jeff saw that he 
had put himself right where mother wanted 
him. 

“And YOU?” she asked with a twinkle in 
her eye. “Is your body machine any less 
valuable?” 

“O.K., Mom, you win,” he said, rising 
and putting his arm around her waist. “From 
now on, it’s toasted cheese sandwiches and 
a milk shake. When's supper going to be 
ready, anyway?” 





Bird Feeding Station 
From page 11 


The mountain chickadee and the black- 
capped are the most friendly of all the chick- 
adees. They would readily come down and 
light on me, looking for tidbits. A little 
mountain chickadee would come first, then 
the others would follow. The chestnut-backed 
was usually shy and would not feed from 
my hand. Later in the year the chickadees 
followed me around to beg. Even when there 
was food in the feeder they would come to 
me rather than the feeder. 

Other little birds that insisted on my 
friendship were the red-breasted nuthatches. 
They were the boldest of all the birds that 
came to my station. The chickadees were 
feeding from my hand one day when the 
nuthatches decided they were getting too 
much attention, so they literally took my 
hand by storm. One landed on the bill of 
my cap and screamed “eeeeyah, eeeeyah” in 
my face, scattering the chickadees and petri- 
fying me. They stayed about five minutes 
before leaving on their own business. Later 
I saw a white-breasted nuthatch from a 
distance. 

I think a feeding station is a good way to 
get close to nature. Getting the birds to 
come to you takes a lot of patience and a 
lot of standing still in the cold, but it can 


be done. 
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Jeb Proves He’s Brave— 
or Does He? 
From page 9 


in his lowest voice, trying to sound calm. 

“I bet you're scared,” the boy said. 

“No, I’m not! I’m not scared at all!” 

“Yeah?” 

“You just watch!” Jeb retorted. 

The new car pulled to a stop. Quickly 
Jeb slipped into position behind it. The 
driver did not notice him. Jeb grasped the 
rear bumper firmly and sat on his ankles. 

The wheels of the car spun a little, toss- 
ing flakes of ice on Jeb as the car pulled 
away from the stop sign. And the bumper 
was cold and seemed to cut into his hands. 
Jeb kept his ankles stiff so his feet would 
not slip beneath him and cause him to fall 
flat on his face. 

The car picked up speed. The snow and 
ice made an odd low sound, and Jeb could 
feel the little bumps and the unevenness of 
the surface through the soles of his shoes. 

Faster went the car. 

Jeb frowned. He hadn’t counted on the 
car going at such a speed. The cold hard 
air brushed sharp in his face, making his 
eyes water. The trees that lined the street 
began to flick in a nervous blur. 

Faster. 

Jeb felt his heart racing. Once his right 
foot almost slipped beneath him. He kept 
his leg muscles taut, trying to hold his feet 
in position, and leaned back slightly. 

The car was now going so fast that Jeb 
could not let go safely. He had to hang on 
till the next stop sign. He felt his breath 
held hard in his chest. His eyes squinted 
against the cold air. 

Another car pulled onto the street, be- 
hind him. The driver honked his horn to let 
the driver of Jeb’s car know that Jeb was 
hanging onto the bumper. He wanted the 
car to slow down so Jeb could get off. But 
the driver misunderstood and instead of 
slowing down, speeded up. 

Faster still. And faster. Fasterfasterfaster. 
Things were flying past Jeb, and the tension 
on his hands, arms, shoulders, and legs was 
growing too great. He became fearfully sure 
that he was going to fall off, whatever he 
did. The car behind dropped far back, for 
that driver knew, too, that Jeb would fall off, 
and he didn’t want to take any chances of 
running over him. 





“REWARDS CONTINUE FOREVER" 


February 

7. | John 3:2 Be like Him 

8. Rev. 21:4 Wipes away all tears 

9. Isa. 65:25 Destroys all fear 

10. Rev. 21:3 Live in same city as God 
11. isa. 35:1 No more deserts 

12. Isa. 33:24 No more sickness 

13. Ps. 118:24 Continual rejoicing 








In one horrible instant Jeb felt the 
bumper slip away from his grasp. He was 
flying through the air, then falling on his 
side, hitting hard. The ice was like rock be- 
neath him as he struck the street with his 
shoulder. He skidded till he hit the curb, 
banging his head against it. 

The next thing he knew he was in the 
hospital where the doctors had X-rayed him 
and checked him over carefully. He opened 
his eyes and looked around. His mother was 
standing there. “H-h-hello, Mother,” he 
managed. His tongue seemed thick and 
sticky. It was very hard to talk. 

And then he saw his father, too. “I-I-I-I’m 
sorry, D-dad. I shouldn’t have d-d-done that.” 

His father smiled. “It was very foolish. 
But we're thankful nothing more serious 
happened. You relax now. We'll talk about 
it later.” 

When they did talk about it, father said: 
“Sometimes a fellow thinks that doing 
something like this proves he’s brave. But 
really, Jeb, it just shows he hasn’t grown up 
yet. A man would never do anything like 
that. He knows it’s stupid.” 

Jeb smiled. “I'll remember,” he said. 

He tried to sit up, but his whole side 
ached severely. “Guess it serves me right 
for acting so stupid,” he thought. 

He was feeling a lot better a week later. 
But he knew one thing for sure. If in the 
future anyone dared him to do something 
foolish, he’d refuse. He didn’t want to prove 
he was a fool again. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson Theme for the first quarter: "The Blessed Hope" 


Vil—Signs Seen in the Heavens 


(February 13) 


Memory VERSE: “And I will shew wonders in 
the heavens and in the earth” (Joel 2:30). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


There are prophecies in both the Old Testa- 
ment and in the New Testament about the signs 
that will be seen in the heavens before the end 
of the world. Read one passage from the Old 
Testament—Joel 3:14, 15, and one out of the 
New—Luke 21:25-28. Learn the memory verse. 
Review it daily when you do your lesson assign- 
ment. 

SUNDAY 


The Heavenly Bodies for Signs 


Open your Bible to Genesis 1. 


If I were to ask you what the heavenly bodies 
—the sun, moon, and stars—mean to us on the 
earth, you would probably say at once, ‘‘They 
give us light and warmth.” And you would be 
right, for we would soon perish without the 
light and warmth they give us. However, they 
have other purposes, and in the story of Crea- 
tion we are told for what other reasons these 
heavenly bodies were made. Look in verse 14 
and see what they are. 

They divide time into days and seasons, we 
read, and they are also given us for signs. 

Perhaps you can remember an occasion in Bi- 
ble history when a star was a sign to some men 
who had been studying Bible prophecies and 
learned from them that the time had come for 
the Messiah to be born. It was a bright star in 
the sky that led the Wise Men of the East to 
Bethlehem to find the infant Jesus. 

In the last days of earth’s history the heavenly 
bodies again are used as signs. They tell of the 
approach of the greatest event in history, the 
second coming of our Lord Jesus in glory. Some- 
thing unusual happened to the heavenly bodies 
—something that made many think and study to 
find out what it all meant. 
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For further reading: 
p. 37, par. 2. 


The Great Controversy, 


THINK how God always tells us ahead of 
time of the important things about to take 
place. 


Pray to be ready, as the Wise Men were, to 
follow the guiding of God. 


MONDAY 
The Sun Gives a Warning. 


Open your Bible to Revelation 6. 

Centuries before Christ told about the signs 
that would be seen in the heavens, the Old Tes- 
tament prophets wrote about them. Isaiah said 
that “the sun shall be darkened in his going 
forth” (Isa. 13:10), and Joel said that “the sun 
shall be turned into darkness” (Joel 2:31). 

Christ Himself prophesied that there would 
be signs in the sun, and said that it would be 
darkened (Matt. 24:29), and John, the writer of 
Revelation, made a prophecy about this darken- 
ing of the sun also. Read verse 12, middle 
section. 

True to prophecy, a day of terrible darkness 
was experienced all over North America on 
May 19, 1780, twenty-five years after the great 
earthquake. Much has been written about this 
Dark Day, but no one has been able to explain 
its cause. The sun rose as usual that day, but 
the skies soon became overcast, and before long 
it was as dark as if the sun had set. Candles had 
to be lighted to carry on the business of the day. 
It was too dark for schools to carry on, so the 
children were dismissed and sent home. Even 
the chickens went to their roosts! And all won- 
dered at the strange darkness and what it might 
mean. 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 306, pars. 2, 3, 4, 5; p. 307. 
THINK how this darkness must have made 


people search the Bible to find what it meant. 
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Pray to turn to the Bible to get an under- 
standing of things that perplex you. 


TUESDAY 
The Sign the Moon Gave 
Open your Bible to Joel 2 and 3. 


The same prophecies that tell us about the 
sun being darkened and not giving its light tell 
us also that something would happen to the 
moon. Read Joel’s prophecy in Joel 3:15, first 
part. 

Jesus likewise told the disciples that there 
would be signs in the moon as well as in the 
sun, and that the moon would not give her 
light. John also mentions seeing the moon as 
blood in one of his visions of the days just be- 
fore the Second Advent. Read what Joel proph- 
esied about the moon and what it would look 
like, in Joel 2:31, middle part. 

The prophecy about the moon came true on 
the night of May 19, 1780, the night following 
the Dark Day. The messenger of the Lord tells 
us of that night: 

“Though at nine o’clock that night the moon 
rose to the full ‘it had not the least effect to dis- 
pel the deathlike shadows.’ After midnight the 
darkness disappeared, and the moon, when first 
visible, had the appearance of blood.”—The 
Great Controversy, p. 308. 

In exact detail the prophecy came true—the 
moon did not give its usual light, and it was the 
color of blood. 

THINK how exactly the prophecies of the Bi- 
ble are fulfilled. 


R. M. ELDRIDGE, ARTIST 





RESOLVE tO trust and believe every word and 
prophecy and promise in God’s Holy Book. 


WEDNESDAY 
Signs in the Stars 


Open your Bible to Matthew 24. 

“And there shall be signs in the sun, and in 
the moon, and in the stars” (Luke 21:25). 
These are the words of Jesus, according to 
Luke; and Matthew records Jesus as saying just 
what kind of sign the stars would give. Find it 
in verse 29. 

As surely as the other signs in the sun and 
moon took place, so did this sign of the falling 
of the stars from the heavens. 

The Advent message was already being 
preached by the great Advent preacher, Wil- 
liam Miller, when this last of the signs in the 
heavens was seen in 1833. 

On the night of November 13, 1833, people 
were amazed to see stars falling from the heav- 
ens like rain from the clouds. Nothing like it 
had ever been seen before, and no explanation 
was forthcoming. Only those who had studied 
the prophecies of the Bible and believed in 
them were able to understand that God had a 
message to give us in those shooting stars. 

Many who saw the stars falling began to think 
seriously. Did it mean that the day of judg- 
ment was near? they asked. It prepared them to 
accept the message of the coming of the Lord in 
glory. 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 


THINK! If you had lived in the days when 
these signs were seen, would you have searched 
the Bible to find their meaning, or would you 
have laughed at those who took them seriously? 

Pray to have a heart receptive to God’s 
messages. 

THURSDAY 


Heeding the Signs 


Open your Bible to Luke 21. 


These signs in the heavens have all been 
given so that we may know for a certainty that 
Jesus is soon coming. 

“But those things happened a long time ago!” 
you may say. Yes, it is 180 years since the sun 
and the moon were darkened, and it is 127 years 
since the falling of the stars, and it is not likely 
that you know anyone who was even alive when 
that happened! But 180 years out of the 6,000 
years of the world’s history is just a short pe- 
riod. We are living in the last years, the last 
days. 

Speaking of these signs, Jesus tells us what to 
do when they take place. Read His words in 
verse 28. 

If people living at the time of these signs 
searched their hearts to make sure they were 
right with God, how much more should we be 
making sure of a place in heaven! 

Jesus tells us about the things that may stand 
in our way and prevent our getting ready. Find 
what they are in verse 34. 

Nothing must stand in our way. The most im- 
portant thing for us is not to get a high position 
in the world, not to win fame, not to get a large 
salary, but to prepare for Christ’s coming. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 122, par 2; p. 123. 

Tuink! Are you watching each day? Are you 
letting Jesus clean and possess your heart? 

Pray that you may not be caught unawares 
when Jesus comes. 


FRIDAY 


How did the sun proclaim the nearness of 
the Second Advent? 
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Wuat strange thing happened to the moon to 
make people search the Scriptures? 
How DID THE STARS Call people’s attention to 
the prophecies? 
Matcu these signs with the dates when they 
occurred: 
The falling of the stars 
The Dark Day 
The moon failing to give its light and looking 
like blood 
May 19, 1780 
November 13, 1833 
May 19, 1780 
FoR WHAT PURPOSE have we been given these 
signs in the heavens? 


Review the memory verse. 


For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bt- 
ble Story, vol. 8, pp. 160-164. 





What Are Pincushions For? 
From page 8 


pricked her fingers several times doing it. 
“You wanted to teach me that the proper 
place to stick a pin is in a pincushion?” she 
asked at last, looking embarrassed. 

“No, not really, dear,’ Miss Emery said. 
“The pin and the scream didn’t matter very 
much to me today. If they had, I would have 
punished you. There is something that mat- 
ters much more to me. You are a bright girl. 
A clever girl. You have the qualities that 
will eventually make you a great woman. 
You will accomplish something worth while 
in life. That is, if you will always remember 
that a pincushion is the place to put pins.” 

Karen stared at her blankly. 

“Why did you stick the pin into Betty 
Lou?” Miss Emery asked. 

“I guess I was bored, Miss Emery,” Karen 
said. “Bored because I want, for once, to be 
doing something that I have to work hard 
for. Something that challenges me. Not baby 
stories. I’m sorry, Miss Emery, really I am. 
I didn’t mean to offend you.” 

Miss Emery said, “That is all right, Karen. 
You have not offended me. You would have 
offended me more if you had not told the 





truth, for I have known ever since you came 
to my room that I was not able, under the 
circumstances, to give your mind all that it 
needed. I should have talked to you before 
about this, but I just kept finding other 
things to do. Sometimes boredom is good 
for us.” 

Karen gasped. “Miss Emery, how can you 
say that?” 

“Sometimes boredom can lead to greagiy 
accomplishment,” the teacher said. “That @) 
so long as you do the right thing with it. 
You did the right thing with the pins, didn’t 
you?” 

Karen smiled weakly. 

“Look at all the extra things you can do, 
the good things you can do when you are 
bored. When you have finished what you are 
required to do in school, then is your chance 
to go on, to go forward. Haven’t you ever 
thought of all the books you could be stor- 
ing in your mind? Sometimes I weep be- 
cause I don’t have time to read and to gain 
the knowledge and wisdom from books that 
I long for. What a ylorious opportunity 
you have. Think of the compositions you 
could write in your empty minutes. Don’t 
you understand, Karen? God has given you 
special ability. That is why you are bored. 
Your mind needs to be feeding on some- 
thing new and challenging all the time. 
When you set yourself out to do that, then 
you have done the right thing with your 
boredom.” Miss Emery sighed again, and 
rose to leave the office. 

“Keep the pincushion,” she said. “I won't 
even mind if you keep it on your desk.” She 
laughed as she hurried along the hall. 

Today that pincushion is still on Karen’s 
desk. She likes to keep it there, because it 
reminds her of the kind way in which Miss 
Emery showed her what to do when she is 
bored. 
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Junior Boys and Gitls 


Here are true stories to read, reread, and remember! 


By GWENDOLEN 
LAMPSHIRE 
HAYDEN 


In these nine volumes you will find just the stories 
that will interest you. True tales of mission service— 
mountain caves—storms—wild animals—Indian raids— 
stalwart miners—cattle ranchers and frontiersmen. 


You will discover thrills galore in these narratives 
that range from the Canadian northwest and frontier 
America to lands across the sea—yet every tense situation 
resolves itself without recourse to violence. 

If you are looking for real enjoyment—here it is— 
and in addition you will find lessons to help you be 
courageous, cheerful, unselfish, and obedient. You will 
find new enjoyment each time you read these REALLY- 
TRULY STORIES. 


Have mother or dad order one or all of the nine 
volumes for you. 


PRICE EACH $2. 00 


Add mailing and insurance—1l5c first book—5c each additional volume 





ORDER BLANK 
Book and Bible House 


Please send me REALLY-TRULY STORIES volumes as 
checked: 


eh Vel IT ({ ) Vel. V ( ) 
Vol. II ( ) Vol. VI ( ) 
Vol. it? Vol. VII ( ) 
Vol. IV ( Vol. VIII 
Vol. IX ( ) @ $2.00 each ____ 
Postage and Insurance —____ 
Sales Tax Where Necessary _. Total Enclosed 


NAME 
ADDRESS 


CITY LONE — STATS... ae 
Review and Herald Publishing Association, Washington 12, D.C. 
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CHARLIE THE CHEETAH, No. 1-By Harry Baerg 
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1. A cheetah, in case you are unfamiliar with it, 
is one of the larger cats. It is about 32 inches high 
and seven feet long. 2. This is about the size of 
a leopard, but a cheetah’s build is much lighter and 
its coat has spots instead of rosettes. 3. All members 


of the cat tribe except the cheetah have claws that 
retract or draw into the toe when not in use. A 
cheetah’s claws are doglike and protrude when walk- 
ing, though they are sharp enough for climbing trees. 
Baby cheetahs are careful not to scratch each other. 




















long legged and narrow and as streamlined as a 
greyhound, and that is important in its method of 
hunting. 5. Another characteristic that is doglike is 
the manner in which a cheetah often holds its tail 


out straight behind it like a pointer stalking game. 
6. The original home of cheetahs included most of 
the flat country of India and Africa, but now 
the wild ones are almost extinct in India and they 
are becoming scarcer in the plains of Africa, too. 








7. Here is a mother cheetah on her way to her lair 
among the large boulders in the short grass country 
of Africa. 8. In a rough shelter in the rocks are her 
cubs, Charlie and his sister. They are not spotted, 
but covered with soft, dark-brown fur that is lighter 
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on the head and back. 9. The spots appear as the 
young get older and become more playful. Young 
cheetahs are easily tamed and trained to hunt. But 
those trained in captivity are never as good at hunt- 
ing as ones that have been taught by their parents. 





